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and he wore a very long nightcap with a red
worsted tip to it. Over his nightdress he had
flung an old riding-coat. He peered out, shiver-
ing, his old wrinkled face like an anxious monkey's.
When he saw who it was he gave a cry,

' Judy.    By God, 'tis Judy! '

He looked so comical, with his nightcap, his
nose dripping, his unshaven chin, that she couldn't
help herself. She began to laugh, and then the
cold and her own most uncertain situation in some
strange way forcing her, once she had begun to
laugh she couldn't stop. She pushed past him,
to get in out of the cold, and then laughed and
laughed and laughed.

* Judy! For Almighty sake shut the damned
door. I've a cursed cold on me/

' I must go and look after the horse first,' she
said. ' Where's Wull?'

He began calling 'Wull! Wull! You devil,
where are you? Wull! Wull!', and all the dogs
began to bark.

While she was standing there she could take
in the scene, which was certainly funny enough.
The old hall stank of dogs, drink, damp. Dogs
as usual were all about the place, scratching, sleep-
ing, suddenly lifting up their heads and howling.
In the stone fireplace a great fire was roaring up
the chimney. In the ingle two old men, one in
an untidy wig, one bald-headed, were sitting.
On a table near them was a large bowl with a ladle
in it, and, her head resting on the table, slept
Emma Furze, a tall woman, snoring lustily.

' Hush!' said Judith.    ' You'll wake her.'